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FOR THE HIVE. 


a ONESIMUS.—No. 2. | 
‘“ Dum vivimus, vivamus.”—Horace. 
“If ye live after the flesh, ye shall die; but if ye thro’ the 
spirit, do mortify the deeds of the body, ye shall live.”—Pavt. 





> 


But it may be inquired: who are meant by those that “ live 
after the flesh?” or in more classical language adopt the motto ; 
dum vivimus, vivamus ? 

Reader, if thou wilt suffer me, I will endeavor to sketch for 
thee a few, and although I do not pretend to be a complete 
draughtsman, I may yet offer them to thy view in such a manner, 
as to enable thee to form a pretty accurate judgment. 

Behold then, stretched on his thorny bed of down, or propped ae 
up on his well-stuffed sofa, that lump of pampered flesh, pim- . i 
pled, and bloated, and inflamed: see his unwieldy legs, his use- 
less hands, every finger of which resembles a new forced sausage. 
Hark, how he groans, and issues forth his oaths and impreca- 
tions, if perchance the honest domestic, or tender child, or 
more affectionate wife but come within a yard of his fhlogisii- 
cated carcase ! Thou starest, and with indignant pity exclaimest : 
what brutish But beware, thou knowest not the great person- 
age—’tis no less a character than In short, there are 
herds of them in what are called the first ranks; yea, they may 
be found among the sage dispensers of law, of fhysic and even 
divinity! This poor creature is one, whom the world calls a 
good liver, and because that bounteous Heaven has poured into 
his coffers a large estate, foolishly imagines he may spend it 
upon his lusts, little thinking that it wi// be said unto him by the 
) judge of the earth: “ Give an account of thy stewardship, for 
thou mayest be no longer steward.” 
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- Turn we from this “ cumberer of the ground,’’ and approach 
that temple of impiety, ycleped a tavern, and within the snug apart- 
ment, well screened from common.eyes, thou wilt discover (if 
thou canst venture to open the door) a set of jolly boys, who 
with wonderous regularity have been keefiing it uf for some 
years, notwithstanding the terrible messenger of death has 
summoned away one, and another, and another of their club, 
who would fain have “ fersuaded them if they could, to go away 
and leave them.”’ Behold in one corner, a chosen few, earnestly 
engaged in numbering the black and red spots upon the little 
scraps of pasteboard in their almost palsied hands: mark their 
shrewd countenances, while calculating the chances and rever- 
stons of those little heaps of dirt, some yellow and some white, 
which with rapacious side-glances they view temptingly arranged 
on the enchanted board; and of which they are individually 
plotting the f/under, under the pretext of honour. These are 
genticmen and the sons of gentlemen; none of the “ swinish 
multitude.” “ These will not dig; to beg they are ashamed,” and 
therefore nobly resolve to live by robbery. Could we but remam 
with them until the dawn of day, we should have a view of their 
solemnities at parting, and be entertained with the medley of 
voices and countenances, strongly indicative of the various pas- 
sions which agitate their susceptible minds: we might witness 
the avaricious exultations of the fortunate thief, and the heart- 
rending reflections of the dankrupt gull; while the patient /and- 
lord or his sly defuty, after having received “the wages of sin,” 
follows them as they reed toward the door, and having shewn 
them into the street, retires, dlushing at his own meanness, but 
guieting his conscience with “ If J don’t another will.” 

In strains exhilerating and calculated to raise the dead to life, 
hark, the midnight viol sounds, obedient to the nimble fingers 
and instinctive elbow of that son of mirth whom at yon window 
we behold, compelling the group of fools, male and female, 
which surround him, to jump, and writhe, and distort them- 
selves, and sweat as if they were to receive wages. Now— 
while he pauses to quaff the animating draught, let us examine 
one or two of the characters as they panting wait his imperious 
stamp and time-commanding nod.* That well formed youth, in 
whose countenance thou mayst yet trace something engaging, 
something good, is the only son of a too indulgent mother, who, 
tho’ herself a pattern of piety, has suffered her darling in chi/d- 


* Assumes the God, 
Affects to nod, 
And seems to shake the spheres. 
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heod to transgress the bounds of rectitude with impunity; forget- 
ing the injunction of wisdom: “ Train up a child in the way he 
should go, and when he is old, he will not depart from it.” He 
now, too conscious of his independence, man/ully opposes him- 
self to her feedle entreaties and commands, and drowns in the 
Lethean stream of pleasure, the sacred sense of Deity, and 
Jloods of filial love, which he once justly estimated as his only 
Sood, and most substantial enjoyment. Beside him, yea, reclin- 
ing on his shoulder, is his partner so called: mark the /ewdness 
in her countenance and deportment; she, poor wretch, has lost 
that characterestic modesty for which alone her sex is amiable, 
and now “ in the attire of an harlot” and “ with flattering lips,” 
she openly avows her libidinous designs. ‘ Hearken unto me, 
(saith the wise man) O ye children, and attend to the words of 
my mouth: let not thine heart incline to her ways, go not astray 
in her paths ; for she hath cast down many wounded : yea, many 
strong men have been slain by her. Her house is the way to 
Hell, going down to the chamber of death.”’ 
ONESIMUS. 

AN ALLEGORICAL LETTER. —ror THE HIVE. 
DEAR SIR, 

I take this opportunity to give you a few particulars respect- 
ing the property, of which you have recently become the owner. 
The original frame of the tenement was erected some thirty 
years ago, and constructed of the best materials. But it stood 
unfinished about twenty years, during which time it was render- 
ed a comfortable abode by a very rough and uncouth covering. 
At length its late owner, finding the timbers sound and the walls 
of a goodly proportion, determined to finish and furnish it for 
his own use. Relying on his own industry and the assistance of 
a few friends for the means, he finished it in an elegant style. 
It was not modernly fine, nor anciently Gothic, but possessed of 
those strong and well conceived proportions, which combine 
utility with elegance. His first intention was to have finished it 
in the Composite style, but he discarded that, as well as the 
Corinthian, Ionic and Doric, after having successively chosen 
them, and at last decided on the plian and substantial Zuscan. The 
furniture corresponded with the structure of the house, and 
was remarkable for a kind of “ simplex munditiis,” rather than 
expensive, glaring, tawdry, fashionable elegance. The attic story 
was the one with which he took the most pains. This he 
finished and furnished in a style peculiar to his own fancy. Here 
was his library, and philosophical apparatus, and cabinet of cu- 
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riosities; and here was a sort of chemical laboratory for the 
manufacture of a very rare commodity, ideas. It was performed 
by means of a machine, the model of which was taken from the 
Greek philosophers, and by them called “ ous.” Here I have 
seen him with this apparatus, “ measuring”’ lines of poetry ; cut- 
ting them up into feet and scraps ; “ rounding” periods ; “ turn- 
ing”? ideas; cutting short long paragraphs; and stretching sen- 
timents and “ torturing’ words ; and “ twisting’? meanings ; and 
“‘ mouthing’’ syllables and fitting them all for use by a final 
finishing at the “ bench” of criticism. 


In short, sir, your tenement, since it was finished, has been 


battered by storms, has suffered much by changes of weather 
and season, so that now, it is hardly habitable. The whole is 


yet highly valuable, and would soon repay all necessary expense 
of repairs, if a few hundreds were now judiciously applied in 
putting it inorder. But as it now is, it hardly pays the texes, 
and will soon be totally untenantable and useless. It is my ad- 
vice that you have it repaired ; if you choose not, I then advise 
you to abandon it to owls and birds of evil portent, and other 
animals of the “ game,” of which there is great quantity “ run 
down” every night in this place. 


I am, dear sir, your obedient, humble servant, 


PAULO-POST-FUTURE. 





FOR THE HIVE. 

The following lines were communicated to us from a distance, 
as original. They. are of themselves well enough, but the 
doggerel compliments, with which they were prefaced, came 
near to damning them to “ other uses fit.” Now we will say 
one word concerning the tricks of communicating seléctions in 
such an ambiguous manner, as, that one, who has not more 
leisure than we have to examine them, might be deceived into 
the opinion of their originality. It is not long since a gentle- 
man sent us some extracts, which, by the manner of their com- 
munication, we supposed to be designed as original; so far from 
it, that the /atter end of an obscure syntax of an English gram- 
mar, was not the only place where we had seenthem. With 
regard to the following piece, we confess we do not recollect 
having seen it before, but there are a thousand fugitive vehicles, 
which might have borne it to the public and we not see it. 
Such as it is we give it to the public with the christening of 
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« THE POWER OF BEAUTY,” 
« Maria, as I gaze unseen, 
Looks, methinks, like beauty’s queen ; 
Modest, thoughtful, tender, mild, 
Nature’s inoffensive child ; 
Ev’ry love and ev’ry grace, 
Reigns triumphant in her face ; 
Yet, so gently do they move 
The dear inviting joys of love, 
That I can look, and look again, 
Free from ev’ry thrilling pain; 
Pleasure brightens in each eye, 
I’m pleas’d and yet I know not why ; 
Tender transports through me roll, 
Ever grateful to the scul ; 
But, when she, the stealth espies 
And rolls on me her lovely eyes, 
Who can withstand the mighty test, 
And ward the glances from his breast? 
Ah! she smiles with so much art, 
She strikes a poignard to my heart.” 
: ROMEO. 
On a second perusal, we are confident of having seen the above 
lines in print. Through the Hive the author may substantiate 
his claim to authorship, if he have data on which we can rely. 
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O sweet are the days when to beauty’s soft power, 
The bosom awakes in the mild dawn of love; 
When alone with fond thoughts through the dark waving bower, 
In rapture of fancy delighted we rove. 


Tho’ the wrongs of the world to the bosom impart, 
The sorrows of woe and the heart’s wringing sigh; 
Yet when beauty does smile to enliven the heart, 
Ah, who then could mourn, tho’ misfortune be nigh. 


O love! is there aught to the bosom more dear, 

As on beauty’s soft breast, oft so sweet to recline; 
When her dark rolling eyes through the tremular tear, 

To the languishing soul beam‘a rapture divine. 
FLORIAN. 
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FOR THE HIVE. 

Various and contradictory have been the opinions of critics 
upon the moral tendency of the philosophy of the celebrated 
Essay on Man. Warburton advanced as the champion of Pope ; 
he undertook to combat the imputation of irreligion alleged 
against it; we think, however, not with a great deal of success. 
Whether Pope understood the nature and bearings of those prin- 
ciples he set forth with such seductive eloquence, and with such 
attractive splendour of poetical ornament, may, perhaps, be rea- 
sonably doubted. Bolingbroke, who, it is said, framed the argu- 
ments of the Essay on Man, had imbibed, probably from his long 
residence in France, the deep and undermining philosophy of 
the French. But the obscure and subtle principles of Boling- 
broke, disguised under the trappings and glitter of rhetorical 
ernament, might have been totally overlooked, by a mind but 
seldom given to deep and philosophical reflection, and unceas- 
ingly hurried along the current of an ardent and unwary imagin- 
ation. Among the many quotations we remember to have seen 
from this celebrated Essay, in order to evince its immoral ten- 
dency, we know of none which seems to us more exquisitely to 
breathe the sentiments of Mirabauld, Toland, &c. than the fol- 
lowing verses: 


«“ Ail forms that perish, other forms supply, 
By turns we catch the vital breath and die, 
Like bubbles ona sea of matter born, 

They rise, they break, and to that sea return.” 


“his is something like the doctrine of the ancient Atheists, 
who, affirmed that “ there is neither birth nor death for any 
mortal, but only a combination and separation of that which was 
combined,* i. e. that death is but a passage out of a mode of ex- 
istence under one form of matter, into a mode of being in 
another form. 


L 
‘ 
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* Articlia. Empedacles, Encycloped. j 





MEDITATIONS FOR THE HIVE. i 


The great object, the original intent of that portion of the 
people, called “the clergy,’ 1s to improve the good and eradi- 
cate the bad principles of the people at large. Controversial 
divinity is not within the sphere of their duty. A man design- 
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ing himself for the sacred desk, should take the Bible for his 
guide, and Christ for his model. So far from that, however, is 
the case, that, when a man is preparing for clerical functions, 
he first attaches himself to a particular sect ; then squares his 
principles by the rules of the Catholic, the Arian, Calvanistic, 
Lutheran, Methodistic or Quaker faith, as preached by the 
several founders of these sects. He first establishes his faith 
according to the dogmas of one of these, and then for the first 
time takes up the Bible to seek, not for truth, but for passages to 
substantiate his favorite doctrine. Hence it happens that more 
time is wasted on the Sabbath by each sectary in justifying his 
own particular sort, and combating all the rest, than in teaching 
and exhorting men to the duties of domestic and social morality, 
of piety to God and of a just and rational view of his works. 
The uninteresting points, on which each sect is built, which are 
always some metaphysical absurdity, spun by some gospel spider 
or other, out of the plain and excellent language of the Bible, 
are the subject of the unceasing eulogiums of their respective 
advocates, and of the curses of their respective opponents, while 
the great and general doctrines of the true faith are left unre- 
garded. Hence the auditors, finding it less irksome to sleep 
than to stare ; and that the one will be as edifying as the other, 
leave their pastors most devoutly belaboring the backs of their 
enemies in faith, and compose themselves to rest; or if they 
wake, it is to exercise their wakeful faculties on schemes of 
profitable employment. 
A PREACHER OF OTHER TIMES. 


ee 


SENTIMENT. 
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The following epigram is no bad exemplification of that reli- 


‘gion, which never thinks of praying till prostrated on a death bed. 


When the devil was sick, 
The devil, a monk, would be; 
But, when the devil got well, 
The Devil a monk, was he. 
tines 
NOTICES. 

We know as well from personal, as from other experience, 
that there is often a great degree of inequality observable in the 
writings of the same person. This is not to be attributed toa 
destitution of talents, but to extrinsic circumstances. III] health 
may deaden the faculties, trouble may distract the mind or 
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apathy may spread its unaccountable torpor over the whole frame 
and paralize body and mind. ‘“ Wed of the Hillis,’’ will, there- 
fore, not take it in ill part, that we make a discrimination, on these 
principles between the articles, with which he has favored us. 
We admire some of the lines and more of the ideas in his 
“ Exiles address to the .Moon,” but its general character is not 
so good as the very good favours of his, which we have publish- 
ed. The line, applied to the moon, 


“ That sheds her mild light on fhilosophy’s urn,” 


isa good one. The idea is fine ; and we have a fellow feeling 
with him, when he tells us, 


«“« Her rays no more fall on the walls ef his home.’’ 
When he and his partner, 
«¢ Sat and smil’d on each other with soul-warm delight.” 


We would gladly have been beside them, as we are certain w 
should have been near an affectionate and intelligent man. 

But some very material defects deter us from presenting the 
whole piece to the public. We, however, hope he will revise 
it, as he must be sensible of its errors, and give us an opportu- 
nity of gratifying both ourselves and the public. If he will 
signify a wish to us for the copy, which can be returned through 
the medium of the post-office, he shall have it. “ The smiles. 
of my love” and the “ Valley lily” are acceptable offerings. We 
have said much because we hope to retain his pen. 

Gentlemen, who furnish us with selections will have the good- 
ness to distinguish them from original communications. 


— 22 ee ee 


Tue Hive will be issued once a week, and forwarded to eub- 
scribers at $2 fier ann. frayable, one half at the expiration of 
six months from the date of the first number, and the remainder 
at the end of the year. 


LANCASTER, PENNSYLVANIA, | 
Printed and published by William Hamilton. 
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